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That huddling slant in furrow-cloven falls

To roll the torrent out of dusky doors :

But follow.    Let the torrent dance thee down

To find him in the valley; let the wild

Lean-headed eagles yelp alone, and leave

The monstrous ledges there to slope and spill

Their thousand wreaths of dangling water-smoke,

That like a broken purpose waste in air.

So waste not thou : but come -} for all the vales

Await thee : azure pillars of the hearth

Arise to thee; the children call, and I

Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound,

Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet;

Myriads of rivulets hurrying through the lawn,

The moan of doves in immemorial elms,

And murmuring of innumerable bees.

We have quoted this passage because in its short
compass there are illustrations of all Mr. Tenny-
son's chief technical excellences. The actual
meaning, the actual thought, is simple. There
is nothing in it very striking or passionate ; but
as an example of expression it is wonderful.
The thought is buoyed up, is prolonged and
amplified, as a single clause of a prayer is by
an elaborate piece of music. Other thoughts,
and remote images, are summoned from all
quarters to throw light upon it, and to make
our own feelings resonant as it touches them.
Phrases and epithets are used with an astonish-